which Francois was lying in wait. Very quietly she
pushed it to.

He heard the doors of the sideboard being opened.
He was feeling better. The aspirin was doing its work.
The argument began again, interspersed with great
holes of silence.

What would happen when the dress was finished,
and everything restored to its normal order? Francois
kept his ears cocked.

"No! no! and again, no!"

It was the dressmaker's voice, as dead as a burned-
out fire.

UI forbid you to sit with him!"

Then why have you kept him here?"

"That's no concern of yours. Give me a breathing-
space. You're buzzing round me like wasps. I forbid
you to take any notice of that dead body. Let him
be in death as he was in life, always behind my door.
Leave him alone! Heavens above! Anyone'd think
you'd have wanted to make yourselves useful, that
you'd have behaved in such a way as to make yourselves
indispensable to him! But what sort of a welcome did
you give him, only two days ago ? Which of you so
much as shook his hand? Who was it took away the
coffee-pot so's he shouldn't drink coffee? Why
should jou get excited now at a misfortune that has
nothing to do with you?"

"Mamma, may I take the dress off?"

There was a ring at the front-door bell, several
angry, urgent pulls. Something of expectation, of
surprise seemed to make itself felt in the house. The
clock ticked more loudly.
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